8         THE VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLE
only by yearly clearing with axe and katty that it
could be kept out. It was a living wall about the
village, a wall which, if the axe were spared, would
creep in and smother and blot out the village itself.
There are people who will tell you that they have
no fear of the jungle, that they know it as well as
the streets of Maha Nuwara or their own com-
pounds. Such people are either liars and boasters,
or they are fools, without understanding or feeling
for things as they really are. I knew such a man
once, a hunter and tracker of game, a little man
with hunched-up shoulders and peering, cunning
little eyes, and a small dark face all pinched and
lined, for he spent his life crouching, slinking, and
peering through the undergrowth and the trees. He
was more silent than the leopard and more cunning
than the jackal: he knew the tracks better than the
doe who leads the herd. He would boast that he
could see a buck down wind before it could scent
him, and a leopard through the thick undergrowth
before it could see him. "Why should I fear the
jungle?" he would say. "I know it better than my
own compound. A few trees and bushes and leaves,
and some foolish beasts. There is nothing to fear
there.3' One day he took his axe in his hand, and
the sandals of deer-hide to wear in thorny places,
and he went out to search for the shed horns of deer,